Cheyne Walk. Of that meeting small details remain in my
mind to this day. The three of us sat and talked in the
garden. Ladye, of course, I had always known and she
introduced her friend. Of John I remember nothing at all.
Of Ladye a rather adhesive tailor-made suit of the prevailing
cut, made of a grey material with a white stripe that dazzled
and made one blink, and what we should now consider an
overwhelming hat. They drove me home to St. George's
Square, where I was then living, but the meeting had no
sequel; nothing warned us of what the future held in store.
In 1915 I was living in a tiny house in Bryanston Street;
for very good reasons I was deeply depressed and intensely
lonely. But for these facts I might not have accepted an
invitation from my cousin Lady Clarendon to have tea with
her in Cambridge Square on August ist. , . she added that
* Mabel' would also be coming. I did not like Lady Claren-
don. She was an ex-beauty, always jealous of her more
attractive sister and, having married Lord Clarendon as her
second husband, she had become, as Violet, Duchess of
Rutland, expressed it to Ladye, 'very Countessy*. But I
had always liked Ladye and admired her, and, as I have said,
I was lonely and so I accepted.. ..
Of Ladye on that second occasion I have no recollection,
but I can still see John as I saw her on that day, as clearly as
if she stood before me now. She was then thirty-four years
of age and very good indeed to look upon. At that time,
short hair in a woman was almost unknown and she had
not yet cut hers. Ladye would have been horrified at the
mere suggestion! It was silver-blonde, and she ruthlessly
disposed of its great length and abundance (it reached
nearly to her knees and its growth defied frequent pruning)
by wearing it in tight plaits closely twisted round her small
and admirably shaped head. Her complexion was clear and
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